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from  her,  and  raised  to  the  « 


instant  giving  herself  away  or  letting  her- 

When  we  reached  Brindisi  most  of  the 
passengers  went  on  shore,  and  amongst  them 
Miss  Keele.  Major  Strangways,  taking  my 
advice,  remained  on  board.  He  had  said 
little  or  nothing  to  me  about  the  treasure 
which  he  carried  since  that  first  evening, 
and  I  observed  now  that  his  mind  was  occu¬ 
pied  with  more  personal  matters.  The  bright 
eyes  of  a  certain  girl  were  of  greater  value  to 
him  than  the  most  brilliant  diamonds  which 
had  ever  been  excavated  out  of  the  depths  of 

No  fresh  passengers  came  on  board  at 
Brindisi,  and,  having  coaled,  we  proceeded 
cheerily  on  our  voyage. 

At  Gibraltar,  however,  we  had  quite  an 
influx  of  fresh  arrivals,  and  amongst  them 
was  a  wiry  looking,  well  set  up  young  fellow 

exclamation  "of  astonishment  and  pleasure, 
ran  up  to  him,  and  wrung  his  hand. 

“  Why,  Morrison,”  he  said,  “  this  is  luck  1 
Who  would  expect  to  see  you  here  ?  I  thought 
you  were  safe  at  Kandy." 

“  No  wonder,  Strangways,"  was  the  eager 
reply.  “When  last  1  saw  you  I  1  — 

I  had  of  flying,  but  I  hi 
by  the  quickest  possible  i 
business,  was  detained  ai 
nasty  touch  of  jungle  f( 


Strangways." 

“  Seeing  is  believing,”  said  Major  Strang- 

noticing  me.  He  introduced  Mr.  Morrison, 
who  expressed  pleasure  at  making  my  ac- 


England  than 


am  glad  you  are  better  and  that 
ming  he— 


8  thing,  Morrison.  I  thought 
wnen  i  came  on  board  the  Morning  Star  that 
I  should  be  amongst  strangers,  but  first  Miss 
•  Keele  turns  up,  and  then  you.  Ton  my 
word,  I’m  right  glad  to  see  you.” 

“  Miss  Keele  ?  What  Miss  Keele  ?”  asked 
the  young  man. 

“  Annie  Keele.  You  know  her,  of  course. 
She  has  often  talked  to  me  about  you.” 

“But  this  really  is  incredible,”  said 
Morrison.  “I  had  not  the  slightest  idea 
that  either  of  the  Keele  girls  meant  to  come 


will  like  to  show  Mr.  Morrison  round,  and 
the  boat  does  not  start  for  half  an  hour.  I 
will  find  Miss  Keele  and  tell  her  of  your 

“Be  sure  you  say  Dick  Morrison  is  on 
board ;  she  will  know  all  about  me,”  called 
out  our  new  passenger.  “This  is  luck,”  I 
heard  him  add  ;  “  Annie  Keele  is  no  end  of 
fun.” 

“The  most  beautiful  and  charming  girl 
I  ever  came  across,”  was  the  Major’s  answer, 
and  then  they  both  sauntered  away  to  the 
other  end  of  the  deck. 

I  ran  down  the  companion.  I  found  Miss 
Keele  in  the  ladies’  saloon.  She  was  seated 
by  a  small  table  near  one  of  the  open  port¬ 
holes  writing  busily.  She  looked  up  as  I 
approached.  One  of  her  idiosyncrasies  was 

we  stopped  at  she  had  always  a  heavy  mail 

“  Oh,  purser,”  she  exclaimed,  “  I  am  glad 
to  see  you  !  I  particularly  want  to  have  this 
letter  posted  before  we  start.  It  is  for 
Colombo  ;  shall  I  be  in  time  ?  ” 

I  noticed  a  slightly  worn  and  anxious 
expression  round  her  lips.  I  spoke  abruptly. 


have  news  foryou,  Miss  Keel 
ecial  friend  of  yours  has  just 


“  A  friend  ?  ”  she  replied.  She  kept  her 
composure  admirably,  but  I  noticed  that  in 
spite  of  every  effort  a  queer,  chalky  hue  was 
stealing  round  her  lip. 

“A  friend  of  mine?”  she  said  again; 

any  of  my  friends  ?  ” 

“  I  have  only  just  made  the  acquaintance 
of  this  friend,  but  Major  Strangways  knows 
him  well.  I  allude  to  Mr.  Morrison— Dick 
Morrison,  he  calls  himself.” 

“  Dick  Morrison  ?  ”  she  exclaimed  with  a 
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He  left  my  employment  some  time  ago,  and 
has  hidden  himself  Heaven  only  knows  where. 
I  can  but  search  for  him.” 

Meanwhile  the  rest  of  the  party  had  gone 
to  the  Hdtel  des  Indes,  and  I  quickly  fol¬ 
lowed  them.  The  hour  had  come  when 
Miss  Theobald  must  be  told. 


Theobald  drew  me  aside. 

“  (’an  the  Dutchman  do  anything  ?  ”  he 
asked  in  a  tremulous  whisper. 

“  Very  little,  I  fear,”  I  replied  ;  “  it  is  your 
duty,  sir,  to  tell  Miss  Theoliald  •,  you  cannot 
keep  her  in  the  dark  any  longer.” 

Mr.  Theobald  looked  despairingly  round. 
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